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their parents to the thick bushes at the eace=or the Pond 
where, in safety, they hopped and darted among the 
foliage. Gulping parental offerings, they followed and 
pestered until their poking proved their own abilities. 
Thus, each gained his independence, and never again 

would they share the comfort and closeness they had 
known. The fledglings coasted through the balm of 
summer, storing plentiful food and tending well the 
feather cloaks essential to their lives. 

By the time autumn leaves rained down, the 
Yellow/throats had scattered wide among the growth 
around McGinnis' Pond, With shortening days, their 
pace was ever faster, and short flights lengthened as 
restlessness stirred within. One fledgling chanced 
upon a familiar place, and perhaps remembering long 


ago, stayed awhile to feed and rest. She flew among 


the dead trees.in-the Pond, pausing longer at one in 
which there was a hollow, before dashing back to bushy 
sanctuary along the shore. There she stayed, until one 


autumn night that was different from the others. 


Stevenson 


Her only way lay south, where food and warmth would be, 
and then, when northern climes again were mild, return 
she would to feel the joy of mate and young, and food 
aplenty. But first, there was the waiting: gantlet, 
through which to wend her way, a tiny speck seeking a 
course ephemeral, daring giant forces mute to one so 
small and frail. 

Through the hours of darkness the little 
traveler flew, her wings having never felt a test of 
flight so long sustained. The sweeping mass of air 
carried her along, saving precious strength and speeding 
fast her flight. Light fields and darker woods flowed 
beneath, and sometimes streaks of silver threaded 
through the darkness with passing streams and rivers. 
Whether harking to the stars, or other secret signs, 
she followed faithfully the course that had been set. 

As the sky grew pale, before the coming day, 

a warning flashed within and toward the earth she 
dropped, flying ever lower, until dim woods loomed above 


and dark shapes beckened her to cover. Into one she 
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settled, striking leaves and twigs with beating wings, 
until her feet grasped one that held her firmly, As 
faithful wings were tucked away, quiet settled in, 

and weariness claimed respite from her cause. 

With morning's early light, she came alive, 
flitting in the branches, catching bugs and insects to 
renew the strength she'd lost. As sunlight warmed her 
prey, hunting was much better, and though the urge to 
fly was with her, she made the most of eating while she 
waited for the night. Others, too, were active, the 
woodland tinkled with their songs, as fellow travelers 
on the same great journey rushed to eat their fill. 
Mostly active, sometimes quiet, they passed the day, and 
when the evening came, the wind stayed strong and steady 
with a promise of easy miles to go. 

When darkness dimmed the land, the wind pulled 
hard on those who waited in the wood, and restlessness 
was not to be denied. Once again, Yellow-throat mounted 
high above, seeking the upper air where the wind was 


strong and steady. With rhythmic, beating wings and 
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The day had started warm and calm, but in 
early afternoon there came a change. Dark clouds came 
driving hard before a wind that shook the leaves from 
baring trees and swept away the calm. It lasted but 
a short time, the sky began to brighten, and leaves 
again were crinkly as cool air dried them of the rain 
that came and went so quickly. A steady wind swept 
clouds before it, the air was chill and clean, and sharp 
horizons showed afar. Autumn tingled the land again as 
the afternoon wore on, and sunlight slanted long 
through trees around McGinnis' Pond. 

When darkness fell, the little Yellow-throat 
did not fall quiet in the undergrowth as on other nights. 
The north wind stirred the twig on which she perched, 
unseen leaves clattered everywhere and all the world 
was astir. Above the woods, the air was crisp and clear, 
and a heaven full of stars glittered as they always had 
in the everlasting cold of space. Yellow-throat hopped 
from twig to twig, deep within the bushes, her eyes 


wide in filtered starlight, her ears straining to sort 
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the sounds among the murmer of leaves and moan of wind 
through trees. Then, from far above, through fresh night 
air, a high, thin sound came down and touched her ears. 
Frozen to a twig, and heeding not the sounds around her, 
she listened hard, seeking it again. Once more, joined 
by yet another, it came again, growing fainter, racing 
with the wind. But magic notes had cast their spell, 
and far below in darkness near the shining Pond, a tiny 
form fluttered away and rose into the sky. Upward it 
flew, deserting all that was familiar to join the great, 
chill mass of air that would bear it ona journey far, 
small wings and eager spirit to meet the forces of a 
planet. 

Onward south she flew, high in semidarkness, 
course fixed by the ages and countless generations of 
those who'd gone before her. Sparkling diamonds touched 
her eyes in a thousand places, and the vigor and sweep 
of the wind and urgings immense drove her small body 
on a journey she must make. There was no choice, and 


not a thought at all, for winter's grasp was close at hand. 
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